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TRUE BLUE: or, Heart of Oak for Ever. 


Bzx. 1 T1P, holloa,-meſs-mate !—Whither bound ſo faſt, my 


la4? Why one would think you were in chace of a 
Frenchman. 

Jacx. What my old meſs-mate Ben Bowling !—Dam'me if 
I'm not as glad to ſce you as a can of grog. 

Bex. Well, my old boy, and if I'm not as glad to ſee you as 
ever I was to rile a Frenchman's hull, may I never riſe ano- 
ther.—But what's i' the wind, Jack? for you'd hardly have 
been carrying ſo much fail for nothing, I think. 

Jack. You're right enough, my lad; but come, rig out 
your ſtudding ſail booms, and crowd all the fail you can, and 
then Lil tell you as we go along. 

Ben, Well, now let's have it; but in the mean time, meſs- 
mate, you may as well lend us your guid *. 

Jack. Aye, that I will, my boy; fo here take it. [ Puts bis 


Finger in his mouth, takes cut bis quid, and gives it to Ben, who 


immediately puts it in his own.) 
Bin. Thank ye, thank ye, lack; but go on, for I longs 
confoundedly to know what's i' the wind. 

Jacx. Why you muſt know, then, as I was cruizing off the 
Admiralty about an hour apo, I ſees ſuch a damn'd number of 
buſy faces ſteering in chere, that thinks I to myſelf, there muſt 
be ſomething in the wind. —So in I goes But as you knows 
there's nothing like keeping a good look out, I claps my back 
again the wall, that I might the betrer ſpy the market.—At 
firſt there was ſuch a confounded crowd, that I could make no- 
thing of it; for one was luffing vp, and another bearing away, 
for all the worid like that fine rich French convoy when poor 
dear Kemper: + (Kempenfelt) commanded the fleet. —Howſomde- 
ver, at laſt, when the bay began to be pretty clear, I ſpies two 
old codgers in a corner, laying along-ſide each other, for all the 
world like the Bonny-pheaſant Þ and ſheer-hulk.—Oh ho, thinks 
I, if that's the way you blow your match, my old bucks, here's 
at you; fol ups with my helm at once, and bears down plump 
upon them, tryiag to look all the time as you knows one does 
when one's thinking of nothing at all. —At firſt I was near 
being taten all a-back, as I was damnably afraid that one of the 
old boys had ſmoaked me; for he ſtopp'd ſhort, and looked as 
grave and as glum as old black Bob uſed to do when he came 
out of his cabin on the quarter-deck.—-So upon ſeeing this I 
ſheers off a little, and pretends to be reading a Pennyworth of 
Truth that was paſted up againſt the wall; and by the bye, 
Ben, I believe there's more truth and ſound ſenſe in that one 
ſingle ſheet, than I could ever make out of your parliamenter- 
ing buſineſs in a newſpaper in the whole courſe of my life.— 
So, Ben, to go on with my ſtory, at laſt I hears one of the old 
boys ſay—** A promotion, did you ſay ?”—* Aye,” ſays the 
other, * and it's as {ure as Toin Paine is the damdeſt villain 
** God ever put breath in, that this day remains unhanged.” 
—* Oh,” ſays the other oid codger, © it that's the caſe, there's 
* not an honeſt man in England can doubt it.” Now, Ben, 
thinks I to myſelf, one never hears talk of promotion but when 
there's to be a war; therefore it the promotion's /ure, the war 
is ſure alſo: fo J ups again with my helm, and was bearing ſtrait 
away for Tower-]Hill, when you hail'd me, and brought me to. 

Bex, Bur what the devil was you crowding ſo much ſail for 
to go to Tower-F:l! ? 

Jack. What for? — Why damn it, to ſecure a ſang quar- 
ter- maſter's birth on board ſome tight little frigate; and you 
ſhail do lo too, my boy; and if we ſeparate, therefore, whilſt 
tne war laſts, why damn it, one of our heads mult be knocked 
off, that's all.—; Icy, Ben, what do'ſt tay, my dear lad? 

BEN. Why Ly G1 the dog that hangs an a—ſe when he's 


wanted to fight for his Kiig and Cuuntry,—So here's King 


* 15415 is no uncommon thing between ſailors, 

. This .al!\udcs to that me morale day on which that worthy, excellent, and 
much to be lainented officer Admiral Kempentelt took thirteen ſhips belonging to 
a French convoy, part of which was dettiued to the Eaſt, and the tem to the Weſt 
Indies. Ihe rett of the ſaips were either crippled or diſperſed, ſo that both the 
intended expeditions failed. 

Admiral Kempenteit bad only ewelve (ail of the line, one ſhip of fifty guns, 
and a few frigates under his command, whilit Mon{, de Guichen, feconded by 
Monſ. de Vaudreuil, was at the head of nineteen tine line of battle ſhips, eight of 


which were three-deckers : Ile had alſo a proportionable number of trigates, Az 


long as the annals of Britith glory are preſerved, this action ſhould never be forgotten, 
The above note is a trifling tribute offered to as worthy a man, and as excellent 
an officer, as ever hon red the Britiſh navy. 


+ The Bienfaiſant, a line of battle thip taken formerly from the French, 


George and od England for ever: Huzza! huzza! huzza = 
But damn it, Jack, I had forgot one thing ; who the devil are 
we going to fight with ? 

Jack. Fight with! why who the devil ſhould an Engliſh- 
man fight with but a Frenchman.—Why you can't believe that 
we ſhould ever be ſuch damn'd fools as to go to butchering each 
other like thoſe 4/o9d-bounds on the other fide of the water !— 
Why damn it, Ben, does not every one know that it is as na- 
tural for an Engliſhman to fight a Frenchman, as it is for a 
fon of a bitch of a Frenchman to live upon frogs and ſallad ? 

Bex. Why fo it is, Jack; that's true enough: but pray 
tell me, Jack, what are we going to war about? for they gene- 
rally ſets out with telling us ſome cock and a bull ſtory about 
the matter, though that's neither your buſineſs nor mine ; for 
you knows the King pays for all the ſhips, and we gets all the 
prize money. 

Jack. True, my little Ben: true.—But now for once in my 
life I underſtands why we are to go to loggerheads; and d—n 
the dog that would not fight upon his ſtumps in ſuch a cauſe, 
ſays J. 

Bex. And fo ſay I too: but now tell us how and all 
about it. 

Jack. Oh Ben, Ben; what a pity it is you're no ſchollard ; 
for after all there's no being a good Admiral without knowing 
how to read and write. 


Bex. But Jack, you forgets that I knows how to make my 
mark . 

Jack. Well, to be ſure that's ſomething: but as I was 
ſaying, Ben, if you'd been a ſchollard like myſelf, you might 
have ſeen another paper ſticking up againſt the Admiralty 
wall: it is called, I think, The 7% Patrots, or a ſure Way to 
know a Rogue.—A brave diſcovery this Ben, isn't it; and I 
hope with all my heart that his Majeſty (God bleſs him) will 
give the worthy gentleman who found it out a patent, as they 
call ir, for his pains, —Well, but as 1 was faying, Ben, this 
Tefty Patret ſhews you, as the gentleman himſelf ſays, as plain 
as the noſe in your face, that all the damn'd French raſcals, 
both here and in France, have ſwore by Tom Pain and his Fa- 
ther the Devil, to drive us all to hell and damnation.— But 
damn it, Ben, what prevokes me more than all this is, that as 
I ſtood yeſterday upon the Cuſtom-houſe key, I hears a Cap- 
tain of a little veſſel tell another as how, that when he was the 
other day at Bullin, that a parcel of French ſons of bitches got 
round and abuſed him like a pick-pocket, only becauſe he faid 
that England was a land of liberty and property, and it was a 
great ſhaine to rob and cut people's throats becauſe they were 
not of the ſame mind with themſelves.— Well, and fo as I was 
ſaying, and when they had done huſtling the poor Captain, 
they told him as how he might go and tell his piu cowardly 
countrymen, that in leſs than a month five thouſand of them 
were coming over here to berrow all our money in the Bank, 
and then burn the who'e city of London: that we might be- 
come a free people, and be all upon an equality, as no one man 
then would be better lodged than another. 

Ben. Five thouſand French raſcals dare to come here? 
they be blaſted! No; not five hundred thouſand dare come 
here. Do you remember, my boy, when we were with poor 
dear Sam Barrington at St. Lucie on board the Prince of Wales? 
Why you know we had but fix ſhips with us both great and 
ſmall, when that bluſtring puppy Count d' Eſtang came down 
with cighteen banging ſhips, as if they'd been going to ſwallow 
us all up: but as soon as we had given the ſwaggering Moun- 
fieurs a doſe or two of our pille, we tet all the cowardly raſcals 
a ſquttering; my life for't—for you remember how they all 
theered off as if they had been ncat foul of a fire-thip, before 
you could ſay Jack Robinſon. 

Jack. Aye, that I do, my boy; fo now let's ga and drink 
old Sam Barrington's health, and King George and old England 


for ever. But now, Ben, mark me; if ever | ſuffer myſelf to 


be paladvered by a French ion of a bitch ſo as to let him per- 
ſuade me that biack's the white of Poll's eve, and by that 
mean's make me ſhy of fighting tor my King and country, 
may I be churn'd for ever in hell with Tom Pain and all his 
followers. —-So now, my little heart of oak, let's once more 
have King George and eid England for ever, —Eiuzzs! huzza! 
huzza! 


